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Editor's Note. 

'T 1 HE Countess Gabriella Fabbricotti, author of the 

poems and the story in this issue of THE 
LOTUS, is an Italian residing in Florence. This 
magazine is the first publication to bring out any of 
her writings. 

"Memories" and "The Closed Garden" are not 
translations. They were written by her in English, 
although she never has resided in an English-speaking 
country. Her command over French and German 
is said to be equally remarkable. She is a painter. 
One of her recent commissions was for the mural 
decorations in a public building in Rome. 

She herself gave no title to the poems. I print 
them as a cycle and call them "Memories," because 
of the motif that will be found to run through them. 
They are lyrical pieces, delicate and of subtle charm. 
Improvisations of Italian melody could not be more 
tuneful. They suggest plaintive chords on a mando- 
lin turned into words. 

The story, "The Closed Garden." will not, at 
first, recall the author of "Memories." But, toward 
the end, this bit of fiction will be found quite as 
poetic as the poems themselves. 

GUSTAV KOBBE. 



